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AMUSEMENTS TODAY.
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WEATHER FOR SALT LAKE.

Fah !
i prisons, which were usually organized |
NEWSPAPER TRUST PROPOSED. l;')ni headed by life-termers, form pgn",l
Frank A. Munsey, owner and pui)-g“f the history of lh»_ .\‘lvale: -l‘n«_‘leui it
lisher of a number of magazines and |1s well known that prison officials have
newspapers, recently i.-'.-‘u;n] a <];H,‘_;lh‘t’lﬂl d it wise to clothe life-termers
ment of the ben Jits to be derived from 1 in a charactleristic garb, such as a rﬁ”
combinations in the daily ym\,\,\l.alu..’-:FlHN. to more readily watch lln:xn ax:qé
field. Mr. Munsey's idea is to form a |tv Mmore I adily pick them out in case |
combination of a hundred, or a thou-{of an emeute.”
sand, important daily newspapers ml, At the last session of the l'm}? leg-
the various cit'es and towns of the]islature an effort was mgde to incor-
country. They would be \nnll'nhm];!"'l'-ll(' a similar-statute in the writ-
and u;a:z:sgut- from a central office, | ten laws of the state. The bill passed
both as to business and editorial poli- | the seénate, if our recollection is cor-
cies. | rect. but was killed in, the house. The
Every newspaper in the combinatio 3S¥:1[' prison authorities urged its en-
sould be a model of typographical ex- | actment, taking much the same ground
cellence, and it is certain that a great that is covered by the California su-
saving in operating expenses would be H:‘- me court. The life-termer is near-
effected But the plan is not 1'.-;;_.i-.14-‘i.} always the most dangerous of pris-
because the public would have neo con- | ODers
fidence in such an aggregation of ne¢ \\~-§ Rarely does he hesitate ifh"\l(_ satis-
papers They would necessarily be | fving grudges against fellow prisoners
controlled by men of large and varied | O afainst guards when enmities have
financial interests The ])".’\\.[d!wl'i‘(’!1"'\~ The punishment provided by
would not be allowed touch upon thisg | the prison routine has no terror for the
or that subject of interest to the mn.-'!lit'- convict He doesn’'t mind a n:m.n‘n
lic welfare because criticism might hm[f“!' sn of solitary confinement or a few
some of the management's pet plans. |days on bread and water. He is al-
And vet the matter in the n»\'.s[-;l-'\na\.~ ooking for a chance to escape,
pers would be of the very best class [and f it seems necessary in the course
The writers would be men of world- | of the escape, to brutally assault a
wide fame, the artists would be men guard or a prisoner, he does it. !
who had won the highest reputations Often assaults by life men are of the |
But the schems would fall to the ! most wanton and unprovoked charac-
ground because a manager living in ter. Now that a fnrnpet‘cn( {-011[‘! hast
Chicago could not in the nature .,I";u\'\l"i upon the -l\!»ti!ulmx.aln-_\' of the |
things understand conlitions in Den- | statute and declared it sound, it would
ver. Salt Lake City, San " Francisco, | be a good idea to reintroduce the m“—sz-
Portland, Omaha, Kansas City and all |ure at the next session c¢f our legis-
the other cities in which the |w\\,~'1l;i-!‘3‘~"-”f=' 2
= ' 1 — - Aokl
pers of the chain might m" jocated, One of President Roosevelt’s sdmirerel
A thorough knowledge of local condi- | |

§ Fi!.‘l~‘_\'.

oner

| edge

right to control them, which is a view
generally taken by club members in all
cities. But in Pittsburg the club men
have not attempted to make a ftest
case. They have not defied the author-
ities so fap, but it is reasonably cer-
tain that a test will be made in the
near future, :

The outcome will be awaited with a
great deal of interest. It ' is a well
known fact that when all the saloons
are tightly closed the bars maintained
in the clubs are wide oven. Any mem-

ber can drink what he pleases or as
much as he pleases and there is ne
interference from the police. Some

clubs have rules which prohibit mem-
bers from treating non-members on
Sunday, but this is about the only lim-
itation.

It argued that
home of its members, and it is actual-
lv the home of numbers of them. The
c¢lub people say that the police author-
ities have no more right to invade the
sanctity of a chartered ciub than they
have  to invade a private home: that
the closing of a club bar or the allow-
ing of it to remain open is entirely op-
tional with the club. A decision from
a court on this point would make very
interesting reading.

EATH FOR LIFE TERMERS.

The Califernia statuie which permits
the infliction of the death penalty on
life term convicts who commit assaults
on guards or other prisoners has just
upheld by the supreme court of
state The defendant, James W.
who is serving a life 'sentence
murder, assaulted a fellow pris-

The jury, under the statute, con-
demned death. FEis attorneys
contended that the law was uneconsti-
tutional in that it was special legisla-

is the club is the

been

the

for

to

him

tion against a certain class. Y- its
opinion the supreme court says:

“As to the genesis and origin of
thi€ comparatively new section of our

penal code, it has long been a part of
judicial knowledge, of legislative knowl-
of general knowledge that
in institutions a

and
convicts are

most reckless and dangerous class. The

penal

conditions of their sentences destroy
their hopes, and with the destruction
of hope ail bonds o# restraint are bro-
ken, and then follows recklessness,
leading to+ brutal crimes not only
against their fellow prisoners but even
aeainst their guards and custodians.

| The series of savage and bloody escapes |

eration of a newspaper property De-
cisions must be made on important
matlers without the oss of a mo-
ment’'s time. Policies must be inaugu- |
rated on a minute s nolice It would
obviously be impossible to lay these

natters hefore the genoral management |

: . | declares that by no stretch of
tions is essential to the successful op-|

and attempts to escape from the state's

the imag-
president
Yes, But the
great with Roosevelt is that he
is not willing to concede honesty of pur-
other kind of honesty to|
people whe disagree with him.

the

ves,

he

dishonest

ination could conceive

to be

trouble

pose or any

-

The difference between “peculation™
and- “speculation” is only an “s,”
| marke a contemporary. And the

hecause there wouldn't be time. From |
the standpoint of the husiness office, |
Mr. Munsey's scheme is a beautiful
one, but the tribulations of the news-
sathering and editorial departments of
the papers would never end.
PR PRSP
NVADING THE CLUBS.

The club men cf Pitisburg are heat-
edly indignant over the action of May-
Guthrie in ordering the bars of the
clubs eclgsed at midnight, the saloons of
the city being required to close at the
same hour. The situation is thus
seribed in 2 dispatch from Pittsburg:

“A't the Duquesne club, the resort of
the the Pittsburg rich, the
oOrs clesed the limit time,
the members

or

de-

richest of

at

were

a

and no person, except
kaving rooms in the club, were admit-
ted after that hour. The sideboard was
declared closed at the same time, and

the members could not secure a drink
for love Gr money.

“At the University club even more
stringent measures were adopted. When
12 o'clock came, not only were _the
members refused admittance, but those
who were in the club were chased out.
At the Pitisburg eclub, the Americus
club, the Union club and the other so-
cial organizations no members were ad-
mitted, and officers declare that they
will ebey the order of the mayor.j‘ i

The club members are complaining
loudly over the situation. They de-
fplm that the city authorities have no

| have

ference between larceny and embezzle-
ment is often the difference between
a long term in prison and the title of
“able financier.”

-

he has wasted the summer in
campaigning and finds that the people
voted Bryan inte the presidency,
Taft will doubtless feel that
error in esteeming the inter-
Mr. Rdosevelt so highly.

- -
Says the Chicago Post: "The reason

why the American battleship’s flag cap-
tured by the British brought so high a
price is that there are so very few of
them in captivity.,” That seems to us
to be the answer, all right.

After

Secretary
he

ference of

was in

A Boston physician, whose name we
mercifully withhold, advises people to
sing whether they can sing or not, be-
singing expels germs from the

cause
lungs.

dear madam,

No, vour husband did
not et that headache at the Press
club’s annual dinner. He must have
eaten something Friday that disagreed

with him.

o
s
s

Many a small bay feels that he could,
though the struggle would be a hard
one, give up the pleasure of splitting
the family wood and carrying in the

™
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|
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‘coal during the Lenten season.

NSTEAD OF MURDER PLAY, POKER TO
Greenhut Finds Unwelcome Brother Lost None of His skill st Game QE T TLE GRUDGE

(New York Sun.) 3

There was seldom any sign of activ-
ity around old man Greenhut’s saloon
in Arkansas City until after the mid-
dle of the day, unless it had happened
the night before that the exigencies of
business had interfered with closing
up the place. On such occasions it

might and occasionally did happen that
there would be considerable excitement.

There had been no business, how-
ever, and therefore nothing to prevent
closing up the night before. So when
Jake Winterbottom, Joe Bassett and
Jim Blaisdell walked up the levee to-
gether in the direction of the saloon it
might have been expected that they
would find, as Bassett put it, *Nethin’
diddin’ " when they should arrive. Nev-
ertheless, they wa?ked on steadily.

From time to time one of the three
would chuckle. Then the next man
would laugh outright and then all three
would break forth in unrestrained mer-
riment for which there was no appar-
ent cause. Then Bassett would smite
his thigh and exclaim, “I wouldn't miss
it for the best mule in Arkansas,” or
something equally mysterious.

As they approached the saloon they
abated the noise of their mirth without
seeming to be any the less amused, and
when they came near and looked in at
the window they were hard put to it to

refrain from howls and shrieks of
laughter.
Old man Greenhut was going up and

down the room, not in corderly fashion
as one who paces a quarter deck or a
sentry’'s beat, but irregularly and even
spasmodically, now walking, now al-
most running, and again pausing long
enough to raise his clenched fists to-
ward the ceiling and breathe out fer-
vent curses and threats,

He was bareheaded, and his coat lay
on the floor where he had thrown it.
His hair was disheveled, as if he had
plucked at it. The muscles in his® good
right arm stood out in bunches.

Seizes Trusty Bungstarter.

His bungstarter, lifted from its usual
corner, lay on the bar, and from time
to time the old man seized and bran-
dished it, dealing blows of frightful
force and dealy accuracy at some im-
aginary person who, as he seemed to
think, stood before him.

His three friends outside looked on
with huge enjoyment for a time, but as

his paroxysms of rage became more
and more violent they became con-
cerned.

“He sure is done gone bughouse.”

said Winterbottom. “Who'r ha' thought
he’d ha' took it so ser'ous?”
“He'll bust a artery if
stopped,” said Bassett.
“Let's go in,” said Blaisdell, and they
went.

he ain't

When the old man saw them enter
he stopped short and gazed at them
earnestly. At first he was surprised
and then doubtful.

“How come you uns is round so
early?” he asked, with a show of sus-
picion.

“We was just strollin’ the levee for

to get some fresh air,” said Blaisdeli,
“an’ we come in to see if you was up.”

“Don’t sound right,” said old man
Greenhut, “but mebbe you was. Bein’
vou're here, mebbe you mought
know  somepin’ o', this™ And
slammed a letter down on the bar with
a fine show of wrath.

as

|
|

i

| here

write letters for him, thereby twistin®
the tail of a sleepin’ lion.

“Oh, no. He hain’t never learnt_ his
lesson, but he’s in a fair way to get a
lib'ral eddication inside o' fifteen min-
utes 'm the time he comes in that door.
That's p'vidin’ he comes.”

As if wrought to a frenzy by the
thought of what he wdauld do, the old
man seized his bungstarter again, and
began .rehearsing a furious ecoembar.
His activity was wonderful and his
fury seemed almost demoniaeal, so that
Blaisdell was moved to remark:

“Looks kind o' bad f'r Brother Bill
'Pears like he'd do well to go down the
river 'stead o' coming hete.”

Just at this moment Sam Pearsail en-
tered the saloon and looked at Green-
hut in great surprise. He said noth-
ing, however, till the old man paused,
almost out of breath. Then he said:

“I never knowed yvou had a brother,
Greenhut.”

“I hain't,”
hain’t had
year'.'

“Well,” says Sam,
to the hotel says he's your
He's comin’ down here soon's he ¢'n
break away f'm the bar. He sure is a
good drinker. They say he’s been drink-
in’ steady since yesterday mornin’, an’
Le's as sober as a preacher now."”

“Sounds like that mought be Bill,”
said Old Man Greenhut, but all further
doubt was dispelled by the immediate
appearance of teh man himself.

shouted the old man. I
no brother f'r thirty odd
“there's a yap up
brother.

“Howdy, Eb? Let's all liquor,” he
said genially, striding toward the bar.
0ld man Greenhut's friends, who

were watching him in the fuli expecta-
tion of seeing a whirlwind rush and
some clever bungstarter work, thought
for a moment that they were not going
to be disappointed. His eves gleamed
at sight of the long lost brother, whom
he undoubtedly recognized, and the
gleam was not one of brotheriy love.

His breath came quickly. His
stiffened and the bungstarter was part-
1y raised. Yet at the sound of the new-
comer’s first words, a direct suggestion
of trade and consequent profit to the
house, the old man paused and seemed
to be debating some question in his
mind.

For a his friends wondered,
but when brother Bill slammed a ten-
dollar gold piece on the bar, saying,
“Lessee how fur that’'ll go,” they wois
dered no more.

moment

arms |

The old
the unholy light of avarice and he put

man's eves brightened with|

away his bungstarter and went behind |

the bar, muttering, “Business fust. This
matter justifiable murder c¢'n
be tended to any old time, but 'pears

O

| like it’s a Christian duty to gather up

the fragments. like the Good Book
says, when the 'm lyin’ round under the
fingers o' diligence.”

Then he set out

a glass for each man

|

|
i

|
¥
!
|

present, not forgeiting one for himself, |

and stood a bottle the bar, first
carefully depositing the gold piece in his
till.

“Well,
asked Brother
ished the first drink and were pouring
out the second.

He was a jovial looking desperado

Eb, how do vou find things?”

3ill, when they had fin-|

His manner changed as he came to
the last words and he uttered them
threateningly, but the old man was
truculent. He said:

Looking for Satisfaction.

“That's what 1 eall it, an’ I'm look-
in’ f'r satisfaction,” and he glared . of-
fensively.

Then Jim Blaisdell spoke.

“Mebbe I hain't no call to butt in
‘twixt brothers,”” he said, “‘but 'pears
like murder ain’'t reely necessary. I
take it this here difficulty is more a
matter o' money nor anythin’ else, I
reckon if th’ old man wants his re-

venge he ¢'n have it at the poker ta-
ble. If he wins his wad back, I sh'd
say there woudn't be no reason why
you uns can't kiss an” make up.”

“Surest thing you know,” said Broth-
er Bill, heartily, but old man Greenhut
looked doubtful. .

Jake Winterbottom. however, spoke
up quickly. *‘That there sure is sensi-
ble. Poker's a heap better 'n murder,
even o' the justifiable kind, an' there
ain’'t no burial expenses an’ lawyer's
fees goes with in.”

The old man looked around and, see-
ing that his friends were of one mind,

he agreed, though not with & good
grace.

“I al'ays laid it up ag'in vou, Bill,
as how you cheated,” he said, “an’ if 1
catch you this time 'l kill you, sure
as flood time.”

“Kill on,” said Brother Bill, care-
lessly. ‘1 ain't none afraid o' you

cheatin® me.”

With this friendly understanding the
two sat down to a freezeout for $500,
with the cthers looking on

“There won't be no cheatin’, not if 1
know it,” said Jim Blaisdell, and it
was certain that he would detect any-
thing crooked that might be attempted,
but the old man insisted on having his
bungstarter beside him in he
should want it.

From the start
the two players were fairly matched.
Understanding the percentages well,
they played well withiin the margin of
safety, but when they took chances
they backed their hands fearlessly.

case

it was

avident that

After some little play, the old man
caught kings on Brother Bill's deal,
and as Bill came in he boosted it $40.

It looked enough like a bluff to induce
the dealér to stay, though he had only
TWO aces.

On the draw the old man took a card,
but did not better, while Brother Bill
caught a small pair to his aces. When
the old man shoved his pile forward,
however, Bill folded, saying, “I reckon
you must ha' filled.”

This victory proved only
sor of defeat, for the next
man made was called,
went back and forth for
Finally ecame a deal on which both
caught good hands, the old man hav-
ing a pat flush and Brother Bill mak-

the precur-
bluff the old
and the chips
half an hour.

{ing a full house on ay two-card draw
| The freezeout was “over, and Bill
i nimbly pocketed the stakes.

| TRealizing his disaster, the old man
lm’izmi his bungstartef, but before he
| could rise Brother Bill shoved the ta-
| ble against his stomach so foreibly

this new-found relative, some ten years|

younger than the proprietor of the sa-
loon, and of same powerful build. There
was a noticeable likeness in the

also

he | two faces

“There is things T hain’t never found."
repiied the old man. “One on 'em’s the
of in Greenville.”

Theyv looked at it with ostentatious wad you robbed ms¢ )
curiosity, and when thes; had. read it{ I remember, said _Hmlhm' Bill,
looked at the old man ingquiringly. It laughing. “You was al'ayvs a h_:arnl
read: loser, Eb. We played a freezeout, 'f 1

“Dear Eb: All is forgave. Let the |2in't mistook, an’ I took two o1 thr-:v
past be forgot. Been drinkin’ some [,,.“hlnhh-‘sl off en you. jut, lord, w hat's
night, but I'll see you tomorrow. Your|that? 1 wouldn't call that robbery,
affexnate BROTHER BILL» |Eb. That ain’t no nice word

“Be vou uns cocksure you don’'t know
nothin’ about this?”
Greenhut, looking at them
suspicion, and they
toward heaven and
nothing.

“I think you're lyin',” he said, blunt-
ly, “an’ the bugstarter’s handy case I
find it out for certain. You hain't seen
this pirate, then, as calls hisself my
brother an’ forgives hisself for his own
high crimes an’ ¢

swore

misdemeanors?

“There was a stranger up to the
hotel,” said Winterbottom, cautiously,
“an’ he was talkin' some consid’able.

Bein' as he was drunk we didn’t pay |

no 'tention.”

‘Bill can’'t write,” said the old man,
reflectively, "“so somebody must have
wrote this for him. It’s him, all rignt,
{f'r nobody here knows 't my front
name is Ebenezer, an’' nobody but him
ever called me Eb. Now, who wrote
{that letter? If I find out, I'll settle
with him when I'm through with Bill.”

Again he looked suspiciously at the

three friends, but they kept their faces
straight, and he said:

“I mought as well tell vyou uns
what's wnat, bein’ as there’ll bg things
diddin’ when this picaroon comes in
here, if he comes, an’ maybe it's just
as well to have it understood as how
it’s justifiable murder ecase of anybody
makin’ trouble f'r me later on.

Possibilities of Draw Poker.

“It was through Bill 't T fust seen the
possibilities o draw poker an’ how a
man had ought for to be well edicated
afore goin’ out in the world for hisself.
Not as I owes Bill no gratitute f'r the
teachin’. What I reely owes him c¢'n
be paid with a bungstarter.

“He was a’ays a ornery, law-down
dog, an’ onprincipled. Didn’t 'pear to
belong to the fambly-no how. When he’d
run away, like he did three or four
times a yvear, we useter lock up nights
mighty careful f'r fear he'’d come back

{ an’ break in, but he al’ays did it some-

how,

“The last time he come back I'd been
workin® a spell over to Greenville an*
had a wad hived away, mebbe five or
six hundred. He come ‘round to the
saloon an’ drinked a few an’ then ban-
tered me to a game o' draw.

1 didn’t know then 't he’d broke into
the house the night afore and got away
with the old man's wad, but he had.
Seein’ him with money was a s'prise,
an’ me knowin' ‘twan't fittin’ £f'r to have
none 1 played with him,

“Well, he got my wad, too, me bein’
none too good of a player them days,
an’ T didn’t find out tiill he'd gone 't the
cards was marked. An' I hain't saw
hide nor hair of him since,

“What'll be did if I do see him today
ain’t nothin’ triflin’. Not if the bung-
starter holds out ’tain’t.

“I learnt my lessen f'm that game,
an' there hain't nobody played agin me
with marked cards, not te no gre't
‘xtent, since then. More'n that, I seen
the iniquity o' playin’ agin a man ’t
knows more'n I do thouten I knows a
leetle moren't he does. An' that's the
secret o' draw poker when all’s said an’
did.

Didn't Learn Lesson.

“But I take it ¥m this here leiter 't
Bill hain't never learnt his lesson. If
he had he’'d be in some furrin’ parts
‘stead of Arkansas City, an’ he'd be
trvin' to borry carfare to git further

away place o' géttin’ some stranger to

|

demanded old man |
with grave |
raised their hands |
they knew |

|
I
1

|
n

that he fell forward prone on the f{loor

Then Bill jumped on him, seized the
bungstarter and threw it through the
window. Then he ran twe practiced
hands over the old man’'s clothing, and
finding no pistols or knives, jumped
up laughing.

‘Eb was al'ays a tol'able good fight-
er when he had a weepin,” he said to
the others, “but he ain't no more harm |

nor a spanked baby 'thouten he's heel-
ed. I reckon I ain’t welcome
here, though. an’ I'll mosey along. If
any you uns happens in at the tavarr
' haony treat.”

overly

bhe

FIGHTS OUTSIDE THE RING.

How Famous Pugilists Have Got the Worst of It in Some Free-for-All
Scraps.

(Detroit Press.)

a man may be a good fighter
Marquis
not always

‘,‘], e
Jecause
the
Queensberry

under
it

prize ring
rules, does

mean

of |

theatre just after he was matched
to fight Sullivan, and waylaying James
in a barroom next door chalienged the
latter to a rough-apd-tumble battle then

I a

| and there.

that he can win a go-as-you-please |

or rough-and-tumble encounter outside |

of the fistic arena.
pion has met his match it the highways

Many a ring cham- |

and byways of everyday life where sci- |

ence and rules do not count.

John L. Sullivan has had in his long,
many battles out-
inside of it, and on
several occasions he has received the
worst of barroom or Estreet brawls:
William Hogarty, a Boston barber, who
wase a eloge friend of Sullivan, made the
pig fellow run for his life one day. The
row occurred in Hogarty’'s shop. Salli-

strenuous careey as
side of the ring as

time, called the barber some hard

| names, and finalty*aimed a terrific blow

the latter's face.
Hogarty, however,
the burly

at

|
|
|

1

- e o e 4 - _:and Slavin
van, who was drinking heavily at the|; . 4., resort, and

Mitchell had Paddy Slavin with him,
and both were drunk. They called Cor-
bett all sorts of names, but James sim-

ply would neot fight, and finally with-
drew from the scene, but not until after |

a bystander had punched Slavin in the
mouth, while Fatty Langtry, a Bowery
tough, had threatened Mitchell with an

empty bottle. After that, Mitchell in-|
sulted Corbett repeatedly in the street
and in various hotels, but “Gentleman |
Jim™” waited until he got the biowing
Englishman in the ring at Jacksonville,
when the latter became a veritable

chopping block.
Not long after
fell out.

incident Mitchell
They clashed in a
though Slavin had

that

| an immense advantage as to age, weight

and condition, Mitchell treated him to a
terrific rough-and-tumble beating. In

was too quick for| raet  Aitchell for years was regarded
3oston pugilist, then cham-|a¢ 3 champien barroom fighter

both

pion of the world, for, grabbing up 2| here and in England.

heavy water pitcher, he struck Sullivan

such a stunning blow on the head that|erest pugilists who ever drew

John went down for the count.

coming to his senses, hurried to the
nearest drug store to be patched up.

|

Several years ago Sullivan was visit- |

ing up in Jimmy Wakely's saloon at
Sixth avenue and Forty-second street,
when he began to abuse Wakely, ac-

cusing him of having been a party to
the alleged drugging of John L. in ’the
latter's fight with Jim Corbett in New
Orleans. Wakely was one of Sullivan’s
backers in that affair, so that he felt
the accusation keenly. After protesting
in vain, Wakely, losing all patience, un-
hooked a blow that sent 'Sullivun
sprawling on the fioor, and while he lay
there, dazed and rattled, some say
Wakely kicked the former champion in
the eye. Whether this was so or not,
the fact remains that Sullivan went to
his hotel with the worst looking “ghin-

er’’ that ever decorated his ﬁghtin.g
face. This little rough house affair

broke up a friendship of twenty years'
standing, for Sullivan and Wakely have
never spoken to each other since.

In other numerous imprompiu battles
Sullivan has emerged at the little enq
of the horn. Herbert Slade, the Maori
whom John L. licked in three slashiqg
rounds in Madison Square Garden in
1883. made the big fellow cry “enough
in a fierce rough-and-tumble fight in
Harry Maynard’'s saloon in Frisco while
they were giving exhibitions together on
the road under the management of Al
Smith. Sullivan was wrestled to the
floor and Slade was in the act of chok-
ing him when Smith jumped in and
pulled the Maori away. Suliivan did
not try to retaliate when the men met
the next day.- .

Jim Corbett, who wen Sullivan’s title,
never could be induced to fight outside
of the ring. Charles Mitchell, on one
oceasion. hunted up Corbett ‘on  the
Bowery, where the latter was showing

Y

|
|

Jim Hall of Australia, one of the eleyv-
on a

S"me{glm'(\ met his mateh onee in Parson
friends interfered then, and Sullivan,| Davies, the sporting man, who

was
Hall's manager at the time. They were
at dinner-one e*“ninz in Detroit when
they suddenly got into a bitter argu-
ment. Hall picked up a boitle with
which to knock Davies out, but the lat-
ter was too quick for the Antipodean.

He grabbed a carving knife and
slashed Hall in the throat, which sent
the pugilist to a hospital for several

weeks. When Hall recovered, he came
east and asked the late Warren Lewis to
become his manager.

“Why, what's the matter
Parson?’ asked Lewis.
enough for you?”

“Oh, he's too bloomin’
Hall, with a grin.
scar on me throat!”

Shortly after this episode Hall went
to England, where he knocked out "od
Pritchard in 1892, After that victory,
Hall had a good time around London
until he met Mitchell. A quarrel fol-
lowed and the men came to blows.
They went at each other with bare
knuckles, hammer and tongs style.
Those who witnessed the affair said that
Mitehell had mueh the beiter of the
argumerit, for Hall, satisfied that he had
met his match outside of the ring, quit
cold after about six minutes of inces-
sant slugging.

Jack McAuliffe, former Jightweight
champion, has had more than his share
of battles outside of the arena. Some
vears ago in PFrisco McAuliffe had a
fierce encounter with Young Mitchell,
whoé then was the middleweight cham-
pion of the Pacific coast. They met in
the street and McAuliffe scored a signal
victory, for he got Mitchell down and
pounded his head on the pavement un-
til the middleweight was out. McAu-
liffe was arresied, charged with assault
and the “native sons” made a desperate

with the
“Isn't he good

rude!” replied
“Look at this nasty

attempt to send him to prison. But he
was finally released after he had prom-
ised to leave the state.

Bob Fitzsimmons in a row with Mc-
Auliffe later on larided one of his knock-
out blows on Jaek's jaw, with the re-
sult that for the first time in his life
McAuliffe was put to sleep. ¥Not long
afterward Fitz and McAuliffe met in a
hote! at Bath Beach, and this time the
lanky Cornishman, who was not much
of a rough-and-tumble artist, took 10
the tall timber.

Theatre patrons on upper Broadway
were amused eone night when they saw
McAuliffe chasing Jim Corbett from one
restaurant to another. Corbett
only for fat puvrses, under recognized
rules, and he failed to see any benefits
acceruing froim McAuliffe’s modern chal-
lenge.

Mysterious Billy Smith was a desper-
ate fighter in and out of the ring. He

fought !

as often calla
him.

His escapes from death have been
so frequent that he talks of them now
in an even voice and without any hard
pedalling. He has often beaten death
in & race to the top of the water. He
sleeps with a stick of dynamite under

a8 the government on

his pillow, and finds that it induces
extremely pleasant dreams.
He worked as a diver about three

weeks when he went te New York and
shipped as a cabin boy on a vessel
bound to England. He followed the sea
for' vears and worked up to the position
of captain of one of the clipper ships out
of Boston. He gave up the sea in 18\
and went baek to his old home in Ohle,
where he remained a year

He saw an announcement
government wanted men to do the work
of blowing up wrecks clearing o©b
structions, ete., and applied for the no
sition

that toe

indulged in many rough-and-tumble

battles in saloons and on the street,| “The first work that was laid oy
and in nearly all of them he proved the for me,”’ said Captain Mq .\l.ihln).‘ '-
master. But his encounter with Dick | to blow up a sunken schooner off New'.
O'Brien of Lewiston was an exception. | POt I found a man with a .mall
They met in a Baoston groggery one|Catboat to tend me and T shall not for
night and, after a terrifie battle, in| 8¢t the experience 1 had in a lonz
which everything went, O'Brien made | time. I'he man did wot know his busi
the mysterious one quit. Smith was|ness, and al one time would give me
also beaten to a pulp by Dick Moore in | 100 much air. while at others 1 ha
a rough-house affair at College Point.|hardly enough to sustain me. 1 ex

In one of the departments of the ‘"*""‘ mersentarily [hat my supply «
New York City government there is|2/| Would be cui off, and I did sam
employed a little man 5 feet 6 inches | !all worrying down under the wreck
tall and a 145-pounder, whose name is|'0, MY diving suit. ra _
Paddy Gorman. He is an Irish Cock-| . About that time there was a vos
ney, who came here twenty vears ago | S€l sunk on the lE’..]lm"k Rip Shoeal, and
as the welter-weight champion of Aus- |l Was sent to blow her up. I went to

: q { Chatham and walked dow to the
tralia. Along abont 1890, when Peter| _ ° ety . Ay
Jackson, also from Australia, was in|2nore looking for a man and a ooa

. 1, 8380 ¥ | suitable for my purpese., | saw )
his prime, Gorman had a run-in with | =70 L ‘”"[ e '
the colored pugilist in the back room | '”y'\ e ";l"l" that '1“ .'l'.‘f‘ ”':“”‘. y "}
of a 'Frisco saloon. ESont wie anv ieand'S atald

They rolled about on the floor, goug- T foand e cwnir. & = |
ing, biting, choking and tearing each| . . = Vm.‘.,: sl gy 1Al g Ty
other's hair, with no interference from | Go o oe W. Crowell and made un
the bystanders, until Gorman got his| : L th """_ i ot
hands on Jackson's throat and put on| “|“ i e ated ‘}‘I"\ i‘l.‘..», t'l’y“’ Pe
the pressure until the heavy-weight's th obn af the _"MV“_V' "::x!‘»
eyes seemed ready to leap out of their |y o tr ctonned aboard 1 ansuwad )
sockets, Then Jackson cried for quar-| 4. 4 '.‘l " hin 4 1 ft ‘1:» splor
ter. In the prize rigg, under Queens-| chane and when 1 meo over the
berry rules, Gorman could not have| .9 oive h fe tine T foel 1
| lasted two rounds with Jackson Las aafe as it 1 i
| It was also in 'Frisco that Sam Fitz- | not_go down to b et
| patrick, then Jackson’s manager, treat-| When asked what et
ed Jim Burge, the Anstralian “iron|the hardest job b ke 4
man,” to rough handling This was| . ijeqd: ‘
another saloon row, Burge being finally | <1 think it wa he blowing up of
put to sleep with a blow on the top of | willtam K. Vanderbilt's biz stea
the head with a cribbage board. | vaéht, the Aiva, which was run inte ar

Paddy Ryan, when champion f\f:g“m; hy the H. M. Whitney in ti
America, visited a Bowery boxing hall | Handkerehief channel. 1 had fo use ons
one evening -with several fri:!;u]#,i-‘nm»;,. of 1,700 pounds of g tton a1
Standing in front of the bar, was Red | qynamite before sha wuulldl break up
Leary, the bank burglar. |all. If T remember rightiv [ nsed a lit

‘“Have a drink with me, Ryan,” said ;”,, over four tons of dvi ita on lisr.’
the cracksman, beckoning to the ﬁ;;-:!.{-i “Once when at work o & Ji:-
er. tie vessel i 1is harb afd

“Not with you or any of your Kind,” | Captain McMahan I had a rOwW es«
‘I‘P\nl'h«u{ Ryan, with a sneer. cape. The 1 | caught fir i
{ “What do you mean?’ demanded |run into the bo vhere sal N
| Leary, as he edged up to the champion. | about twelve or fourte feet of w r
| “Why, T don't drink with erooks! |1 suppose I got a bit careless, being 1
That's all,” was the reply ‘,.\n. h shallow wate I went dow

Quick as a flash the burglar let go|the port side and walked around tl
his right and landed a fearful blow on ; bow, when my life line caught. Instead
the bridge of Ryan’s nose. Blood made | of geing back and o s T
its appearance, and Paddy, putting hisishn ild have done, | gave it a |
hand on his nose, stepped back in as- “Captain Crowell, thinking 1 wa
{ tonishment. {to eome up, begal l o
“ “He's not game,” cried an old fighter, | I was neo this
| who was in the crowd. ‘““No game man | thrown off fe and pulled und
{ looks for his own blood.” the forefoot the vessel realige
| The proprietor, seeing that there was that I was i bad predic :
going to be a hot fight, locked the doora|to make matters worse, my ai pe b
and pulled down the blinds. Meanwhile | came jammed and I was not ge <
Ryan and Leary were clinched in a (enough ail It was ¢ s€ of work quick
fierce struggle, rough-house rules. | or die of suffocation You bet
Leary was an old hand at this style of | tled
figshting and quickly backheeled the| "I first got off my lead sho
champion. They fell tg the floor and | then dropped the lead belt ground
went at it like two bulldogs—butting, | Waist I reached quickly for my {if
biting, kicking and punching until both line and air pi and, taking a
were covered with blood. in ithe latter, wit knife, 1 T

The burgiar was a master in using | D¢ ine  a ho
| his head and butted Ryan terribly I I ! I, as he pu i« i
|less than ten minutes Ryan was a bad- | line, realized that something ng
{1y beaten man, and said he wanted no | PUt belore could decide what had
inmrr. They got up and the blood s 't?‘_li‘l‘“t‘-'l I %‘,“ come to i surface
| washed from their faces and hand . Captain Crowell caugh me a
| Then Leary turned to Ryan, whe held | 7aultd me aboard T’._' sloc He works
|a wet handkerchief to his bruised fea-|@% 1asl as he could 1o ge !
| tures, and said: T‘ ind whe he s ied N
| “You may be the champion. but doi B ,
ever get fresh for that re Come ':‘7' a job like the one 1 am doing
|and have a drink with me now! Hey, |WE nave ard the sloop about a ton
| bartender, open a bottle of wine!” And |0t dynamite, but there Is no danger, 1
Ryan did not refuse. halt as much as there is with gasoling
| " Joe Goddard, who was known in Aus- | ! BRVeE 5 TWEncy-pew d can of d
tralia as “the Barrier champion,” and | !¢ under my pitiow so my head will be
one of the most dangerous men in the | '7" I sl a SieeD ove
| ighting game, was severel ‘:w;npui”

%unc:e in New Orleans by his manager, | { a M ‘\lw..ul:.':.un.n up th
| Teddy Alexander, who cut Goddard's| WOrx the government, the work was
}hf*ad open with a bottle and sent the |let out to contractors, who used mine
{ big Antipodean to a hospital for re- ‘[" blow up a wreck cost from $12 000
'D?lil‘!‘. to £15 ‘htll »‘ nder th 3 but now

The late Charley Johnson of Brook- the WOTIL 19 aon« as many
| lvn—one of John L. Sullivan’s backers hundred dolla
| —made Johnny Dwyer, once heavy-| "“Pollock Rip. where T frequently }
weight champion, take water in a Court | to go down, is by all odds the worst
I street saloon by using a handy siphon. | place on the coast The Jessie Barlow
| When, several years later, Dwyer wage | for instance, lay about twelve miles off
| dying of consumption in a Brooklyn |shore, where the tide runs six or se )
hospital, Johnson did his best to make | knots, 11 vater is gray with sand |
{ him comfortable. the slack lasts only from fifteen i«

Billy Edwards, in his palmy days, |13 inutes. I have had the current on
gave his old rival, Sam Collyer, a great those shoals swing me off my feet, so
thrashing one day in front of a sport- |that I had to drag myself back on ha
ing resort in Center street. Edwards | and knees. It's dangerous, I admit,
also defeated Coliyer twice in two long, | PUt With a sane man at per er
hard baitles on the turf under London ! Of things I'm likely to get o right.”
rules with bare knuckles. - S —

Terry McGovern has heen beaten ses THE MELTIN' O" THE SNOW.
eral times outside of the ring. At the P Stamiard.)
recent bicyele race in Madison Square ot 1 e D  ! Tohn M X
Garden McGovern became invelved in Boott the road 6 1anke = -
a squabble with an unknown scrapper, | The so W id Mary An
who knocked the Brooklyvn boy out But stopped io let him pass
with a quick wallop on the point of the{Fu was the hold young man
| jaw. ' | AR 8 1€ modest lass
| Kid Lavigne, one of the greatest| o ‘ self 1 would be ced
pugilists in his day, insulted a news- So ailsi S¢
paper writer in a Sixth avenue saloon | He timed s steps wid hers an’ walked
about ten years ago, and was promptly | Beside b rough the snow
knocked out as clean as a whistle. His | f“\;‘ "' " =”;"f‘<"i upon | Der Wiy
conquerer became so elated over his|. O _'""‘!‘r'i,‘v‘ .|I‘.:-:;wm'llh',=. - 2
success that he undertook to whip a| 4, ey e SRAE Tt iy
negro in Broadway several weeks later, ! But this » said when thev were nizh
and was so badly cut with a razor that | The little chapel door
he died from his injuries. ‘A colder sk

Young Corbett has also suffered de-| I 't seen before
feat at the hands of non-professionals | ”;:3:” = \'“ L "‘l”"' of gold,
whom he has tackled on the spur of the || . knew (o Toot & o \
moment. The last time the Denver boy | At home. in freland: ’
got into a mix-up George Jenney, an | But here these forsgken parts,
English theatrical dresser, wiped the| The snows, the bitter storm,
floor with him in a Forty-first .\‘Irsw-\?‘ reep cvea into Irish hearts :
restaurant before he discovered Cor- |,/ |3 SHoU ‘} A s el g <2
bett's identity. Then the Britisher ex- | Who tread the Irish arass
claimed: | This blessid day!" =aid John McCann,

“Bless me ‘eari, but hi'm flyin' igh!”| Upon the road to mass

Just before Jake Kilrain joined John| _ - ;
1. Sullivan as his sparring partner he | Small b ed is @ ':"'Im‘ s not
was employed as a houncer in an up- ‘l":\t-‘ s that l.l'v"‘”d‘:;w o
town wet goods emporium. During the! @rom Mary Ann that das
performance of his duties he undertook | No cars had she fur anny word
to remove a gay and festive young But jist that bold young man's
rounder, whe turned upon Jake with An’, fai\l the only thing she heard
such an onslaught that the veteran F.‘h\r“{‘“ .\: 'rh;“""”"fi' L:?‘I’;:’\WO‘JIG -
pugilist had te go to bed for several ™ [ ;... wedlock one
days. Because of this defeat Kilrain | phen out she passed an’ home went she
lost his job. & Beneath the winter sun,

———i el An' knew before she turned her head

D |NG CAPTA'N M’MAHAN Who was it walked beside

AR J ® | “Ye heard the banns? Ah, weill.,” he said,

The Man Who Blows up Wrecks at
the Bottom of the Sea.

(Boston Herald.)

Captain Theodore McMahan of New-
port is the only charter member of the
Submarine Dynamiters’ association of
the United States. The membership
consists of the aforesaid captain. Tt's
his business to blow un wrecks and
derelicts, and a secondary considora-
tion is to keep himself sufficiently as-

sembled to be able to repeat his -vickl

“There’s one has found a bride

Thank God! one Irish heart is sweet,
Though all the one T know

That makes my own Jjone heart to beat
Is cold an’ hard as snow.”

“But now ‘tis softer. John MeCann—-"
Ochone! the modest lass!—

“The snow, T mean.” blushed Mary Ann,
TUpon the road to mass.

O! bells were on the breege that ran
Along the buddin’ grass,

An' spring, on tiptoe, waved her han'
Th' day to see them pass

When John an' Mary Ann MeCann
Come down the road from masg.

W




